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My life was now one long stream of full felicity. It was,
indeed, but one idea, but that idea was as beautiful as it
was engrossing. Bach day I hastened to the enchanted
dell, each day I returned with renewed rapture. I had no
thought for anything but my mystic mistress. My studies,
always an effort, would now have been insupportable, had
I not invented a system by which I rendered even their
restraint a new source of enjoyment. I had now so com-
plete a command of my system of abstraction, that, while
my eye apparently was employed and interested with my
allotted page, I, in fact, perceived nothing but my visionary
nymph. My tutor, who observed me always engrossed,
could not conceive that I was otherwise than a student, and,
when I could remember, I would turn over a leaf, or affect
with much anxiety to look out a word in the lexicon, so that
his deception was perfect. Then, at the end of the daj, I
would snatch some hasty five minutes to gain an imperfect
acquaintance with my task, imperfect enough to make him
at length convinced that the Baroness' opinion of -my in-
tellect was not so erroneous as he had once imagined.

A short spring and a long summer had passed away thus
delightfully, and I was now to leave the castle and return
to the capital. The idea of being torn away from Egeria
was harrowing. I became again melancholy, but my grief
was tender, not savage. I did not recur to my ancient
gloom, for I was prevented by the consoling conviction that
I was loved. Yet to her the sad secret must be confided.
I could not quit her without preparation. How often in
solitaiy possession of the dreadful fact, have I gazed upon
her incomparable face; how often have I fancied that she
was conscious of the terrible truth, and glanced reproach-
fully even amid her looks of love !

It was told: in broken accents of passionate woe, with
streaming eyes, and amid embraces of maddening rapture,
it was told. I clung to her, I would have clung to her for